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cured some plaster of paris, which was scarce at that time, so that the sculptor Ernest Riilke of Bad Warmbrunn was able to make a death mask. The funeral ceremonies took place on Whitsunday in the large work room on the ground floor at Wiesenstein. Gerhart Hauptmann wore the brown Franciscan cowl with its white cord. In his beautiful hands he held the New Testament of his youth. Under his head was placed the de luxe edition of his poem Der grosse Traum (THE GREAT DREAM), that Anton Kippenberg had had made for him for his eightieth birthday. Over his heart lay a little bag of Silesian soil.
His noble face was much more serious and perhaps also more stern than it had been in life, as if he were taking the harsh seriousness of Silesia's fatal hour over with him into the other world.
Behind the coffin stood the Florentine angel from the hall above. Bright green branches from the silver firs that Hauptmann had planted in the park adorned his bier. Margarete stood leaning with her back to the desk which had been placed at one side of the coffin, dressed all in white and completely alone.
About sixty people were present, among them friends of the family who had not yet been driven out of the country and citizens of Agneten-dorf.
Their inappropriate and ill-matched clothing, often downright shabby, set them off from the Poles who appeared, dressed in irreproachable black: representatives of the authorities and the press, and a few who were simply curious. The only uniform to be seen was- Colonel Sokolov's—that of the Soviet army.
The dignified ceremony was disturbed by a bit of tactlessness. The Polish Gymnasium Professor Gorka, the Starost's delegate, considered it proper to give his address in the German poet's house in the Polish language, although he could speak excellent German.
The German mourners were alarmed. Only a few knew Polish. The others, because of daily danger and distress, suspected that every foreign word concealed an insult or a threat. They stood there as though petrified. And yet Gorka was speaking learnedly and respectfully about the great man.